


Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Mu’. Sir,tis the gouernor of* Met aline , who hearing ©f 
your melancholic ftatc,did come to fee you, 

P er. I embrace you,gii;c me my robes. 

I am wildc in my beholding,0 heauens blelfc my girie, 
But harke what Muficke tell-, Hetiic/wushny. Marina* 

Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feemes to doat; 
How,furc you arc my daughtcrjbut what muficke? 

Hel My Lord I hearc none. 

Per. None, the Muficke of the Spheres, li ft my Marina. 

Lyf. It is not good to crofte him,giuc him way. 

Per. Rareft founds, do yc not heare ? 

Ljf. Muficke my Lord? I heare. 

Per. Moft hcauenly Muficke, 

It nips me vnto liftning, and thickc Humber 
Hangs vpon mine eyes, let me reft. 

Lyf. A Pillow for his head,fo leaue him all. 

Well my companion fricnds,if this but anfwcre to my iuft 
beliefe,Ile well remember you. 

Diana. 

Dia. My Temple ftandsin Ephefus,- 
Hie thee thither, and doc vppon mine Altar facrificej 
There when my maiden priefts are met together, before the 
people alllreueakjhew thou at fea didftloofe thy wife to 
mournc thy erotics with thy daughters,* call, 5c giue them 
repetition to thelike,‘or performc.my bidding, or thouli- 
ueft in woc:doo’t,and happie,by my filucr bowjawakcand 
tell thy dreamc. 

Per. Celeftiall Dian, Goddellc Argentine, 

I will obey theaHellicauus. Hell. Sir. 

Per. My purpofe was for Tharfus,t here to ftrike. 

The inhofpitable Cleor. jbutl am for other leruicc nrft; 
Toward Ephefus turne our blownefaylesj 
Eftfoones lie tell thee why, -fiiall we refrefh vs fir vpon your 
Ihore, and giue yougoldefoi fuch prouifion as our in- 
tents will ncedc? 

Lyf. Sis, 
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'Pericles P rime «f Tyre. 

Lyf Sir, with all my heart, and when you come a 8i»re, 

I hanc another Height. 

Per. Y ou lliall preuaile were it to wooc my daughter, for 
It feemes you hauc beene noble towards her. 

Lyf. Sir, lend me yourarmc. 

Per. Come my Marina. 

Exeunt. 

Cmtr. Now our Hands are almoft run. 

More a little, and then dum. 

This mylaft boonegiuetnee,- 
For fuch kindnefle muft relieue mee: 

That you aptly will fuppole. 

What pageantry, what feats, what fhowes. 

What minftrclfie, and prettie din. 

The Regent made in Metalir,. 

To greet the King, fe he thriued, 

That he is promifdc to bewiued 
To fare Marina, butin no wile. 

Till he had done his facrifice. 

As Dian bad,wheretot-bcing bound, 

The Interim pray, you ail confound. 

In fetherd briefenes fayles are fild,' 

And wiflies fall out as tliey ’r wild; 

At Ephefus the Tcmplefce, 

Our King and all his companie. 

That he can hither come fo foone, 

Is by your fancies thankfull doome. 

Per. Haile Dian, to performs thy iuft commaund, 

I here confeife my felfethe King of Tyre, 

Who frighted from my countrey did wed at Pentapolix\ the 
faire Thatfa&t Sea in childbed died fhe,but brought forth a 
Mayd child calld Martna whomP Goddellc wearsyct thy 
filuerliucreydhceat Then-fits was nurft with Cleon,- who at 
fourteen e ycares he fought to murder, but her better ft ars 
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